We look across the river
along which they would be migrating in a month or so,
ran over these foothills from the country of Tarhan. We
saw how it kept to the higher ground, avoiding the dangerous
recess of the Berinjan defile, into which we could look straight
down. Another black cut in the landscape showed the Tang
Siah beyond, the Black Narrows, which, they told me, must
be negotiated before one can emerge into Tarhan, a far,
romantic landscape lost in mists of sunlight.
We sat down where we could look at all this. I feared now
that I should never cross the river, but it was something to
gaze at its unknown course, and see the way upon its farther
side. No doubt was left in my mind that somewhere along
this water highroad the old civilizations must be looked
for; a natural law links its fertile plains together in a chain
which probably continues unbroken between Kermenshah
on the north and Susa in the south.
I had brought lunch on my own account, foreseeing that
a folded piece of bread stowed away in their waistbands
was all that my escort would think of in the way of food.
Sa'id Ja'far, however, had been additionally inspired by two
pomegranates. Apart from everything else, I was anxious
that my people should feel as happy and somnolent as possible
for reasons of my own. I fed diem with sheep's-tongue in a
tin, jam, bread, and tea, to which the goatskin water gave
rather a depressing taste. I had asked whether the sheep's-
tongue was safe for Moslems when I bought it, and having
satisfied their religious doubts, I watched them take to it with
enthusiasm. After we had eaten, and drunk our tea, I handed
over a packet of cigarettes and remarked that, as they had
walked while I had ridden, I might perhaps wander by myself
and look for ruins while they rested: they could follow when
they felt so inclined.
All went well.   No one showed any inclination to move.

